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This falling in love kinda shit 


Author's Notes: 
I've been wanting to write a Pantera fic for months.. so here it is. Enjoy! 


[794 


Dime leans forward in his chair. Slender arms propped on his knees, his eyes intently scan Phil's weak posture. 
The guitarist doesn't say anything, but it's eating at him. It's the overall appearance mostly, but what really 
worries him are Phil's defetead eyes. He knows Phil's got two major things on his mind - his freshly-started 
painkiller addiction and his slowly-degrading back; but those things have already been sorted out in some way - 
he's already opened up to the band about them. So he concludes one more thing might've piled up. Now that he 
squints harder, he sees the pale complexion and the dark circles under his eyes. Dime thinks Phil looks like he 
lost a battle for good. 

In front of him, Vince is sprawled out on a leather couch, idly thumbing through a magazine. In a sudden rush 
of inspiration, the guitarist almost imperceptibly gets his brother's attention, motioning for Vince to follow him 
out. The drummer does, three minutes after Dime leaves, to keep any suspicions at bay. Once he arrives 


outside, too, he finds Dime leaning against the brick wall of the studio building, flicking his hair back and 


lightning up a cigarette. The guitarist extends his arm, offering one to his brother. 
"Yever notice sumthin’ weird about Phil, Vin?" 


Vinnie makes a smart move, deciding to play dumb at first, to test just how much Dime knows. "What do you 


mean ‘weird ?" 

Dime sighs. "The way he looks, man.. he's kinda out of it lately. Like he's real sad or sumthin." 

"Might be his back or sumthin'?" 

"No way, man. He already talked to us about that." Dime pauses and takes a long drag from his cigarette. "l'm 
real worried, Vince." 


The way his brother's voice sounds lets Vinnie know that Dime's really got his head around this, but he wants 
to be sure, at the same time putting the matter casually. 


"Uh, Dime?" 

"Yea?" 

"Why are you always so hung up on Phil's well-being? | mean, sure, we're bandmates and friends, but still. It's 
like.. you like im?" Vinnie tries. He knows its a long shot, but he has to. A brief tension hungs in the air, and 
the drummer clenches his teeth in anticipation. Then, Dime decides to come clean to his brother. Couldn't hurt, 
it's Vinnie afterall. He begins with a nervous laugh and a scratch behind his head, though. 

"Honest, Vince.. | do." 


"You're not shitting me?" The drummer laughs. 


"Yea, dude. You saw right through. Why you askin’ though?" He lets out a nervous laugh again, idly shifting his 


weight from one foot to another. 

"Hold on tight, bro. You're not gonna believe this." 

"Shoot." 

"He likes you, too, man. Totally likes you." Vinnie laughs vigorously. 

Dime makes a face. "No way, Vince. You're fucking with me." 

"Im telling you, Dime. He told me ‘imself. Told me not to spill a word or he'll have my head" 


The guitarist drops his head against the wall, a relaxed sigh escaping his lips. "How did he tell you? You two 


aren't close ‘n shit, from what | know." 
Vinnie smirks. "Cornered him. Like | cornered you just now." He laughs. "I knew sumthin’ was up." 


"Hell, Vince. Gonna thank you this once for being fucking savage." Dime laughs. "Can't believe my luck, dude. To 
drag you outside and come across this? Man.. what are the odds?" He says. "So... y'think he's sad about that?" 


"You seriously askin' me this? Totally, man." 
Dime scratches his red goatee. "Okay, | see it. So we have an unintentional playing-hard-to-get case in here." 


Vinnie barks out a laugh and the two finish their cigarettes in silence. The guitarist leads the way and Vinnie 
joins him back inside moments later, but Dime hardly notices. His mind is on pins and needles, stretched to the 


maximum, scanning for ideas on how to tackle this privately, with Phil, after everyone else leaves. 


HK KK 


"Uh. Phil?" 


The vocalist turns his head in Dimebag's direction, an expectant look settling on his face. 


"Look.. | walked to Vinnie, and, uh." 


"What?" 


"Vince told me, even though you told him not to. Y'know, he wanted to help." 


Phil's voice breaks with anticipation when he asks again, "Told you what? Help who?" 


"Us." Dime then chooses the most tender way to show him. With a soft expression, he slowly lifts a hand to 
cup the side of Phil's face, but he doesn't get to go any further. Phil inhales sharply with the realization of 
what Darrell knows, and abruptly slaps his hand away, bolting for the studio door. Definitely the wrong move. 


"Wha- dude! Hey!" The guitarist shouts after him, but the vocalists long gone. He slaps a hand to his forehead 
and starts chanting "Shit shit shit shit - " and there's a manic laugh that comes from behind the studio 


monitors. Vinnie. 


"Jesus Vince, have you ever heard of privacy?" The guitarist looks him over, his brother's clutching his sides 


and laughing so hard that tears start to trail down his cheeks. 
"Hey, bro, stop that" Dime says, not happy with Vinnie's attitude. 


"S-So-Sorry Dime, it's just." and he cuts himself off, giving way to another laughing fit. But then, Dime joins 
him and stretches his mouth wide into an immaculate grin Though he feels guilty, he lets himself have this 
moment, ‘cause in a way it's funny. On the other hand, his heart swells and aches, pity rising in his throat. 
After it's over, Dime casually lights up a cigarette and says with humour. 


"| never knew Phil was shy about this kinda stuff" 


Vinnie barks out another laugh, and echo of his earlier fit. "That wasn't shyness, dude, didn't you see ‘im - 
geez, he was about to fuckin’ piss his pants." Vinnie continues laughing breathlessly. Dime again feels another 
pang of guilt spread along his chest, protectiveness taking over. 


"Vin, stop it. l'm sure its real hard for him to accept that he likes a dude." Vinnie stops laughing and actually 
considers Dime's point of view. He sighs and takes a cig out of the pack. 


"Yea. Phil's always had a denial problem. He always hides behind the face he wears.. | think he hurts a lot" 
Dimebag is actually surprised by his brother's insight, and he nods approvingly. 


"Yea, | guess it has to do with the environment he grew up in. Not very friendly for a kid" Then, he continues. 
"Texas is a lucky place to be in. ‘S got a do-wharever-you-gotta-do vibe, few people judge. More open-minded." 


He then adds, "We're real lucky to have cool ass parents too." 


Vinnie sighs and says with a downward smile "Yeah. Things Phil's never had.. poor guy" 

Dimebag's really impressed with his brother, he never thought Vinnie could ever sympathize with Phil. The two 
have always had a tense exchange, Vinnie's view of Phil bordering on arrogance, with the age gap and 
difference in upbringing and all. The vocalist had learnt things the hard way, while the brothers had all the 
encouragement needed, a warm environment which nurtured their confidence. Now that Vinnie's open about 
this, Dime hurries to ask. 


"Could | actually ask for tips ‘n tricks on this?" Vinnie barks a laugh again and the guitarist defends himself. 


"Hey, you know I've always been good with this kinda stuff. In high school the girls would come to me, 
remember?" He drops a shit eating grin, but then sighs. “But with Phil's sumthin’ else.. ‘cuz | like him a whole 
lot. Like, real like him. And its hard ‘cuz he's a guy and to top it off, he's shy; you can't even compare a shy 
girl to a shy guy." He laughs. "And he's always kinda been intimidated by me." 


"Well," Vinnie sighs. "For starters give ‘im a call. Tell tim you wanna hang at his place or sumthin’. And dont 
jump him, y'hear?... It might give the poor guy a heart attack." He lets out a laugh, and Dime steps in to 
rectify his bad image. 


"Whoa, whoa - hold on - since when do you think I'm alf about doing the deed?" He laughs. "I know | move 
quickly, but - geez - I'm not a fucking player. Especially not with Phil, of all people.” 


"You gotta trust me on this. Don't just dive in. First thing off tell im that you like ‘im back. Tell ‘im its not.. 
wrong, y'know. To like you like that." 


"Yeah, man. I'll be sweet and tender." He intends it as a joke, but he realizes it's true. He continues, picking at 
his hands nervously. "I wouldn't hurt Phil ever, y'know. Not for anyone, not for anything." Vinnie just pats his 


back reassuringly, a light smile on his lips. And Dimebag grins so wide his jaw hurts. 


"Cool." He beams, in total admiration of his brother's help. "Thanks, Vin" A high-five-handshake and he's out 


the door. On a mission. But before he can close it, Vinnie speaks again. 


"And uh, Dime?" The guitarist waits in the doorframe, keeping it slightly ajar. Neat curls frame his smiling 
features. 


"Yea?" 
"| didn't know you had it in you." 


"What?" 


"This falling in love kinda shit." Dime just smirks, wiggles his eyebrows and salutes Vinnie the military way, 
turning on his heel. 


The next day, Dime sits with the telephone receiver in his hand, deep in thought and enthusiastically drumming 
his fingers against it. Once he makes up his mind on what to say, he dials Phil's home number. Four rings later, 


Phil's deep voice reaches the guitarist. 


"ullo? " Pause. "Who's dis?" 


"Its me, dude. Dime." Then he continues with the same nonchalance. "Uh listen, | was wondering if. you wanna 


hang out at your's?" 


"Sure, man" 


Phil seems to be just as determined not to add more awkwardness and goes with Dime's suggestion pretty 
naturally, but Dime knows the singer must freak out so much he doesn't wanna let it show. He sighs. Denial 


he's not sure how he's gonna deal with that. 
"Alright, I'll see you in thirty?" 


"Yea, sure" Dime puts down the receiver and goes out the door. When he reaches Phil's home though, he finds 
out he was totally right about the denial part. The vocalist is visibly tense and afraid of him. That sends a 


somewhat hurtful feeling along the guitarists chest, but he pushes it aside and sticks to his mission. 


"Hey, man" Dime greets enthusiastically, and starts kicking his sneakers off, instantly feeling so at home with 
the way Phil's house smells. It reminds him of so many good times. 


"Hey." Phil acknowledges, although in a small voice. He stops his backwards steps to scratch his head in 
nervousness, something Dime's got accustomed to. If anything, it adds more charm to him. And shit, for a 
second those big, doe eyes are staring right into his own It's a fleeting moment but Dime melts inside. And 
just like that, Vince's advice flies out the window; as if in a trance, he takes three steps and softly cups Phil's 
face into his hands, fingers caressing the skin. He sees it, feels the singer go rigid, and he brings a finger to 
his quivering lips. 


"Hey. ‘S no need to be afraid of me, man. l'm a dude, you're a dude, so what?" He pauses, looking straight into 
Phil's eyes and sighing deeply. "Doesn't count." Phil's eyes meet his own and the vocalist momentarily forgets 


how to breathe. 


"Shit, | wanna kiss you so bad" The guitarist breathes, and the other's breath picks up. When there's no verbal 
reply, he adds, "Been dyin’ to." 


"Me too." Phil finally says, voice strained with want. Dime immediately inches closer, eyes falling shut and eager 
lips catch Phils own hesitant ones, tenderly exploring. Soon, Phil starts participating, and Dime is on fucking fire. 
Getting to finally kiss Phil has him come to life with full arousal, fingers becoming urgent on the other's skin 
and then, Dime decides to take the next step. Vinnie's words are long forgotten, ‘cause Phil seems really into 
this. His mouth opens wider, tongue brushing experimentally against Phil's, and time seems to stop for both of 
them. Mere minutes into it, the singer makes a muffled sound filled with wanton desire, and Dime totally loses 
it. Still, he gently cups the singer's face, eyes asking for permission, and Phil gets it, nodding. 

Dime maneuvers Phil with his back to him. One hand goes under his shirt, hungrily running over his stomach, 


and the singer anticipates everything; but he still lets out a sensual gasp as Dime's other hand slowly pops 


open the button of his jeans. Dime softly pants into Phil's nape, and the hand on his stomach momentarily 
leaves, to grasp the singer's neck and move it so the back of his head now rests on the guitarists shoulder. 
The other hand, the one that leaves burning traces on Phil's skin, grows bolder and dares to slide the zipper 
down, in the same sensual manner. Phil forgets completely about his shame, hips weakly pushing into the 
guitarists hand, a not-so-manly whimper passing through his lips. And Dime, ever the gentleman, gets to work, 
not wanting to tease. 


"Relax." Dime says, gently taking Phil out of his jeans and boxers. Voice dropping an octave lower, Dime heavily 
whispers into Phil's ear. "You ever... pictured us? Like this?" Phil lets out a breath, every muscle in his body 


screaming with anticipation. 


"Y-Yeah." And then, seconds later, he feels it. Dime's fist curls around him, giving a slow downward-upward 


stroke, his thumb softly grazing the head. 


"Ahl... " Phil gasps, features turned into a grimace of ecstasy, and the sound makes Dime's blood boil and his 
mouth water. The guitarist breathes and leaves open-mouthed kisses along his nape. 


"Shit, Phil. You've no idea what you do to me- "And Dime emphasizes it by pressing his lower half into Phil's 
backside. At the feel of the hardness pressed into his rear, the singer lets out the first moan - and that's all 
the encouragement the guitarist needs to slowly rut into him, while his fist squeezes firmly and sparks burst 
behind Phil's eyelids, his mouth hanging open. The two undulate in sync and pant in unison, Dime into Phil's neck, 
curls spilling along the singer's chest. Then, all of a sudden, Phil's lips search the other's and Darrell chuckles. 
And when the singer opens his eyes he's met with the calm ocean that is Dimebag Darrell. 


Dimebag fucking Darrell 


Even like this, aroused and breath all messed up, Dime's eyes are still gentle. With all the encouragement he 
got, Phil's right hand comes to graze the guitarists cheek, and he boldly plants his lips against his. Both of 
them sigh dreamily, and Dime decides that he's waited enough. His hand squeezes again, gaining speed, while he 
starts moving more urgently against Phil. And in that instant, the singer becomes a panting mess, hips 
desperately pushing into Dime's hand. 


"Come on, Phil. That's it, let go -" 

"Uh... aaah - " 

"Shit, thats it -" 

A couple of more thrusts, and the two crash against one another, slowly riding out the last waves of intensity. 


Once it's over, Dimebag helps cleaning up and takes Phil into bed with him, tucking them in He softly pecks the 
singer's lips to which Phil responds sleepily, encircling the guitarist's waist in affection. They both allow sleep to 


take them, knowing tommorrow will be booked for talking. But all of a sudden, Phil's voice breaks through the 
stillness of the air. 


"Dime?" 

"Yea?" 

"Didn't know you had it in you." 
"What?" 


"This falling in love kinda shit" 


And Dime cracks up and kisses Phil, while the singer stares at him confused. 


